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a close scrutiny, that it would be highly injudicious to insert
an artless hand into a trouser pocket; and two figures in
the last ante-room of all compelled a deeper awe. For those
broad-shouldered gentlemen in unimpressive ready-mades
were the embodiment of force itself; their ill-fitting suits
clothed the basis of all government. They were not tall,
but their surprising breadth made up anything they lacked
in height. The hair upon their heads was smooth and dull
and black, and their impassive Indian faces had been cast
in some material more durable than flesh; a blow with a
steel rail, one felt, would leave its mark upon the rail.
These two plain-clothes men in bronze were the keepers of
the gate, the very last line of defence.
After that, no Dictator could hope to be impressive, unless
he happened to breathe fire or strangled anacondas in the
intervals of dealing with his correspondence. Our host,
indeed, was quite the reverse—a darkish military man with
kindly manners and a charming smile. He did not glare ;
there were no panther cubs about. He wore uniform
because he was a soldier by profession rather than because
Act II seemed to require a uniform; and consequently he
looked like a soldier and unlike the Captain-General of a
fire-brigade. His talk was military, and I found myself
diffidently embarked upon a rather technical discussion of
Wellington's campaign in the Pyrenees. His manner was
authoritative with the slight touch of brusqueness that
comes from training with the German army; but, unlike
his teachers, he did not forget to smile. Indeed, it was not
easy to remember that the kindly little man in front of us,
who smiled so pleasantly beneath a drooping black mous-
tache, had made a revolution just a year before. True, it
had been an easy revolution. But that was just because
the General had marched on Buenos Aires with swift
efficiency, when his long columns came marching down the
broad avenue towards the city, as his aeroplanes dropped
reassuring leaflets on the roaring streets. There had been
one awkward moment, when nobody knew if the troops

